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gravity of his handsome face, © hich the soft moair 
light made provokingly visible to her quick eyes, but 
at that moment the giddy creature within came gliding 
towards the window, still merrily carolling ina pe- 
culiarly sweet but uncultivated voice, her improvisi- 
triced song, and the two were compelled to make a 
hasty retreat. 

“Well, Leslie, have you concluded to make this | 
quiet, beautiful village our summer residence?” ask- 
ed Ada, as they continued their walk through the 
pleasant and tree-shadowed street. 





| 


“ Provided you promise to procure me an acquaint- | 
ance with that bewitching young creature of the sil- | 
very langh. I do so love to hear a free, wild, musi- 
cal,unrestrained burst of laughter.” 

“No doubt of it, Lel,” replied Ada, with her bright 
eyes sparkling mischievously. * but Tam delighted 
that you think of remaining, for our friends, the Har- | 
veys, wish us to, very much, and have made arrange- 
ments for a little party. You will tiave an opportu- 
nity of making the hearts of the pretty village girls 
thrill, when presented to the dark, prond eyes, shining 
ringlets and fauiiiess mustache of the princely Leslie 
Herwood! 
like the ‘quiet old gentleman, 
peeped in at.” 


But take care that you do not get served 
” by the lovely girl we 
| 

* Don’t rattle on at such an eloqnent rate, if you 
are released from the bondage of « formal city. No 


danger of my 





But the sentence remains even yet unfinished, for 
at that moment they met their frieu’=, who took them 
home with them, to discuss the sub)eet of the party. 


The next evening came, and with it a 


g 
smiling throng of village lads and lussies, gathered 


ay and 


within the neat and tasteful parlors of the Harveys. 


Many a bright-eyed and dimple-cheeked maiden, with 


au eye more brilliant and a cheek more dimpling 


and rosy, was presented to the stately wud elegant Mr 
Herwood; but his restless glance found not the face 
Beuutiful Un- 


buzz ol many 


it sought, and the mmusic tones of the 
his At length a 


greetings and welcomings, vend words of admiration, 


known met not ear. 
reached him from the adjoining apartwent, and ina 
moment the one he had so impatiently awaited, glided 


into the room, smiling, blushing, and sayin 


v vay things 
in reply to the flattery addressed to her She did not, 
for a moment, observe Leslie, and he had tull leisure 
to gratify hiswonder and admiration at berexeeeding 
grace and loveliness. A dress of snowy inm-lin tell 
in drooping folds around her form, which was of the 
most exquisite roundness and SV traine try ller beau- 
tiful arms gleamed whitely beneath a tall of shadowy 
lace, looped up with white roses, and her yolished 
and dimpling shoulders seemed laughing at the tresses 
which kissed them. A wreath of lilies seenn esign- 
ed to confine her redundant brown curls, but they were 
not used to restraint, and had stolen in graceful e@on- 
fusion, upon her slender neck and waist. Nowvith- 


standing her laughing g 


ryety, there Was an ey) iression 


of spiritual purity upon her white brow, and ever 


and anon a soft shadow in her deep violet eyes. 


She was just making some careless repartee to the re- 


mark of s 


me gay gallant, when her glance caught 
the earnest and admiring gaze of the proud stranger 
Phe drooping fringes swept down quickly er her 
crimsoning cheek, and then those large elogient eves 
were raised to his with a timid, inquiring look That 
blush and glance — how should he under-tand them? 
The thrill of a long silent chord in his hewrt answere: 


him. Advancing, with a bright smile, he held out his 
hand 
** Lillie Lelford! Is it possible!" 
* Quite possible, Mr Herwood; 


little Lillie Lelford, Whom you so gallantly rescued 


none other than 


trom a home amid the mermaids, on the borders of 
the Atlantic.” 
“Ah! I suppose you would have been very glad to 


have reigned queen of the revels in coral palaces: but 


Che Amara nt h. 





I prophecied that to reign the fair sovereign of one | 
Was 1) 


right?” and he drew her band through his arm, and 


warm heart would better gratify your taste. 


led her out upon the vine-trellised and star-lighted | 


portico. | 
After that evening, the shadow in Lillie Lelford’s | 


eye grew deeper and dreamier, and the laugh seldom 


came from her quiet lip; and when it did, her tones 


| were so low and sweet, and half sad, it was like the 


Then | 


there was such a soft, subdued light, slumbering all 


tinkling of silver bells rung ata fairy’s funeral. 


over her beautiful fertures: and it even seemed as if 
the rich golden-brown curls fell over her shoulders | 


in less wild and careless redundancy than was their 


wont. Lillie was no long 





sr a child — her young heart 
had thrilled to the music of words of love, and its 
strings now vibrated to the touch of deep, holy, inex- 


pressible feeling, tilleven her fair foot pressed the 


jearth with a more thoughtful step. 


The summer fled by, and Leslie Herwood and his 
sister Ada were compelled to return to their city 
home. | 

* Do not weep, Lillie,” he said, as he bade farewell 
to his betrothed; “the months will soon flee by, and 
by Christmas you must be ready to return with me to 


my home as my bride. Ada wishes to write to 


you, 


and you must answer her letters — we 


Do not weep 
will soon be happy;" and the sorrowing girl was left 
to wait patiently forghe time when she should see him 


ilih. 





Thrown once more among the life and gayety of the 


city, fora time Leslie scarcely thought of any one but 


his distant love; but by and by her sensitive heart 
was pained by receiving shorter and colder and less 
frequent letters. Christmas came, and the unh y 





girl sat in her lone ly chamber, with a throbbing brow 











and a bosom tortured to agony no word no lover! 

Where was Leslie Herwood? At the feet of his old 
love, Clara Merrill. Stra: that he could forget the 
young, pure, and bewitchingly beautiful Lillie. for 
that cold, disdainful, but brilliant creature, with het 
scornful eyes and smile less lips Oh! it wasa 
and men love variety! So while one voune heart was 
silently bre aking, another was fee lng its fountain of 
vanity from the love-vows offered by the proud, the 
envied, the handsome Leslie Herwood. Clara Mer- 
rill did not dove him, but she was a and it flat- 
tered self, to secure her « s the , 80 man 
less fortunate ladies were s 

The winter was nearly spe when a new star ap- 
peared amid the galaxy fashionand beauty. Great 
was the commot i al ig the upper ten thou 
and at the theatre, the ball, the private « rcle, every 
where Vas ringing the name ot the ret nl e1ress 
Miss Manley. Leslie Herwood proc ired a presenta- 
tion to her—what was it caused his heart to thrill 
when her eyes met his, and made him for the time 
forget even Clara Mer _ was very beautiful 
could that be the charm’? Hs ue ind graze upon 
her queenly and erace torr ser classically ed 
head, with its heavy r sot rich brown hatr folded 
sround it; her exq tely sculptured features; her 
gleaming brow and large, proud eves: her clear. pale 
cheek and lovely | he listened eagerly to every 
tone of her low, musical nk till he was conv iced 
that it was one of h wh I's dre rrownto per- 
fection ted with Iife and bre Clara Mer- 
rill's power was over 

Days and weeks passe ry, and he was ever linger- 


ing by the side of Miss Manle y. There was something 
mysterious and incomprehensible about her, which he 
could not account for. She ever treated him with the 
same unvarying coldness; she was ever proud and 
dignified ; and yet he dared to love —to worship her, 
madly and devotedly. She was so peerless, so une- 


qualled! and vet every tone and ook thrilled his 


heart like the forgotten music of old. She was very 
intimate with Ada, who often threw out mysterious 
hints which he could understand. 


not One day he 


found them in Ada’s boudoir. There was a soft light 
in the eye and a warm glow on the cheek of Miss 
Manley which was indescribably beautiful. On some 
Leslie was em- 


She hesitated, 


light pretence, Ada left them alone. 
barrassed, and he asked her to sing 
colored, and began—— 
A young heart is pining—forsaken—alone ; 
‘The gladness has fled from aonce merry tone; 
An eye has growndim, and a cheek has grown pale ; 
She was loved, was forgotten—and—— 
She attempted to finish, but her voice trembled, and 


she burst into tears. Leslie’s heart beat faster, and 
he felt that it was the moment to decide his destiny 
In an agony of mangled hope and fear, he poured 
He 


dared not look in her face, but he implored her to pity 
A low sob was 


forth a wild and hurried confession of his love. 


him, to speak, and end his suspense. 


the only reply. He raised his eyes to her face; tears 
were standing on her downcast lashes, and her cheek 
was burning crimson. They told him he was accep- 
, and he caught her small, soft hand in a delirium 


It 


drawn, and her large eyes were lifted half proudly, 


le 


of delight, and pre ssed it to his lips. was with- 


half morunfully to his, and her tones were low but 


firth, as she sal | — 
«* Perhaps, under other circumstances, Mr Herwood, 


might be induced to accept the hand you have so 








generously offered me. Butl have a young friend, 
surely you remember her, Lillie Lelford; and for her 
happiness and your own, I must remind you of your 
duty. Think not that I could ever consider you 
blameless or worthy of love, with the knowledge em 
eru ny € ence, that an 1 t, young be Ls 

was ng » the ve because her afle« ns ha 
‘ ied an hen thrown away y ‘ nl 
calle my husban Dre not that I shall 
ever listen to vs ithave re clieve false 
or uneandu but if I have ar ence r your 
feelings, prove it, by returifng to her you have 
heartle I forsaken 

she se ul left him to the urning tt } ot 
sh i v tal es wl h vr itiat his b 
sol A thousan I ng en ull his 
he art is if to e th i j i r ss 
nd w a he ‘ ‘ y eves } ¢ 
to the breakfast tabl \da 1 ad him that M 
Manley had left t rning 

For a week her esties ut the city lur 
ring to every ki " ement, a1 st gr to 
yreet his late ‘ il ewing his ‘ st 
Nl Vi I | mit that ia y \ ist »| reer eve iter 
< a ie 3 ‘ Lillie Lelford,” was forever ring 

met ry = rie rant spr norning 
Ada was surprise lighted by the pr sit 
her er, to return, for a short time, to the re 
ence ¢ heir trien the Harveys hey were s " 
rene by cur and carnage, k to the é lave 
where he ha vent the pre ne stiimmer so dé 
lighttully As th | ‘ wain through its quie 
streets, a “th mid olden me ries eushed over the 
heart-strings of Lesl ul @ strar fear stilled his 
pulses as be passed by the silent cottage of Lillie 
What if she had forgotten him—what if she were 
dé ; 

Scarcely were the gree es of friends over, when 
Leslie begged Ada to call on Lillie and tell her of his 
irrival, his repentance, and plead with her to receive 
him favorably. consented to his wishes, and 
half an hour afterward he followed her How his 
heart thrilled as he stood again on the vine-wreathed 


ked 


piazza and loo into the little hall. A white mus- 
lin sun-bonnet lay on the carpet, which he knew to be 
Lillie’s. He approached the parlor door and raised 
his hand to knock, but his courage failed him. The 


| voice of Ada reassured him, and he tapped lightly on 








the polished oak panel. 
A fair form was before him, 


he stood in the room. 


andas his eyes rested on that face, he gazed in mute 
bewilderment. 

** Miss Lillie Manley Lelford,” said the gay voice of 
Ada. Lillie held 


hand, and her smiles and tears told him he was for- 


The deters was opened al om" 
| 
| 


Leslie comprehended all. out her 


given. 





“Strange that I never recognized you,” he said, as| 
they sat together on the sofa where they had so often | 
sat before. 

“Time and sorrow and entire change in dress and 
the difference. But I should have 


been too proud to have won you back in that manner, 


manner, made 


had it not been through the persuasions of dear, good, | 
hind Ada.” 


It was May-day, and the bells of the little village 


rang merrily. The snowy muslin curtains, ina cer-| 


tain parlor, were looped back by wreaths of pale 
stole 


fluttered the white robes of the bride. 


roses, and the fragrant the | 
Or-| 
her shining curls, 
The shad- 
»w had passed away from her clear, soft eye, and 
} 


breeze, as it into 


apartment, 
ange flowers 


were twined among 


and a pale rose-bud nestled on her bosom 
her dewy lip quivered with unutterable feeling, while 


i smile beamed ever and anon fora 


cheek, 


as if afraid to appear. 


moment on her 


voting and then fled back among its 


She 


dimples, | 


was very, very beautiful, 


and the dee Ps proud eyes of the bridegroom rested on 


her blushing face with a look of h iby tenderness, too 
deep for words. And Ada, who had brought all this} 
about, was wild and merry asa bird, as she hissed her 


r’s cheek, and 





called her — Mrs Herwoop' 
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‘ \e Prompted by a spirit of ve tears 
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[>A cockney philologist says, that the letter W | 
enters into the composition of women in all the rela-| 
tions of life,—wife, widow, wirgin and wixen. 
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“The only Ammranthine flower on earth nail: 
The only lasting weasure—Trowh!* 





KENNEDY, EDITOR. 


‘FEBRUARY 20, 1847, 


ROBERT 


a ed 


V. 











To Correspondents: 

We return our sincere thanks to our Correspon- | 
dents. A number of their favors have been unavoid- 
postponed till our next. They will be attended to. 
9 ener 

The Bow Bditorial. 


Ladies and Gentlemen: 





We appear before you to 


say that the performence is now open! We are here 


| toassure you that a bright Era has dawned — a pleas- | 


ing Epoch arrived, from which to date all future 
important events! A new Flower, of lovely contour, 
and dazzling brilliance, has smiled upon this age! 
It is ofa specie heretofore supposed to be extinct, or 
blooming only for the fair, lovely beings of another 
It 


earthly specimen of which, 


sphere. ts called **The Amaranth,” —the only 
Milton supposed to haxe 
been conveyed from mother Eve's garden, to a distant 
‘fast by the Tree of Life,’ 


Hence, he sings:— 


country, where to bloom, 


in celestial courts above. 








. t Amaranth! a flower which once 
In P usadiee, fast by the Tire of Lif 
f » t » ’ t soon [ man” e 
Tu heaven re ved, wher first 2 , there grows, 
rn he wine P 
r _ f sth of heaven, 
Ratis o ' ver ember stream 

Truly a prett y sentiment, but incorrect in one im- 
portent particular. John Milton lived in an age of 
comparative darkness, before Science had made her 
astonishing tmroads upon the Bliss of Ignorance. 
Sin hat semi-barbaPic period, tts lig t has dispelled 
the hovering gloom, and discoverd wonders, before 

ndrcamed of not least of whichis the existence of a 
veritable terrestrial * 4WARANTH," which is 
here presented lo your enraptured vision. 

Si hod ’ atter 1 ) has said or sung 

a . 
a ¥ r 
A - 

Ve hut ours is not on {that kind of flow 
ers It shall be seen, anc 1 no et : pro igal of 
i imran 

rusto edit a li wry paper, will he a novel as 

d 8 j it wer aM Lon: ac ston c to 

ad the thorny path of Politics, and weather the 

lesan t tempests 1 h ij hitherto 

surrour § é4 not easily dismayed when ne 

stacles } t themselves: hut 1 confess that we 

f at a loss how to actin our new vocation W 

rust that an indulerent pue it l ke due allow- 

1 Jor use 1 this score remembering that we have 

to actin a twofold capacity and act ly forgive 
s sr [ wee a { f ur lia 7 ! 0 rm } art, 

A i 

The A rant} é “a in ils char- 
acter, ai r fo ins ct as well as amus ils patrons. 

We four s rd hiel aiming at the 
Sun, / mea notto fall r than the Moon! We 
shall endeavor to the the Amaranth worthy ih 
8 por of 1 intellr@ent unity, and render it 
especially acce] fa lo t} intelli nt young ladies 
and nilemen of Ni hern Ohio from whom we 
expect to derive our main s pport We shall studi- 


ously avoid all indecorous language; and in relating 


our most mirth } rovoking anecdotes, in no instance 


ot rstep the bounds of mode sty; but say, with Pope 


be my verse, how sweet soe’er it f 


w 
y man my [« 
Innocence a fear, 

1 Mai 





fen draws @ tear."’ 


Judge us impar tially; give us a fair trial, and we 
shall cheerfully abide your decision. 





What is Literature? 
What is Literature? 
tion 


Before answering this ques- 
The 
jumbling together of whole columns of words—words, 
=f regard to point or incident, void of wit and 
guiltless of any LITERA- 
line is founded on a substratum as firm and solid as 
li 
| 


we will tell you what is not Literature. 


apparent aim or object. 


the Rock of Ages. 
of the Immortal Mind with objects 
in Nature whith approach Immortality in form and 
aspect. 
| forms the cloud and the star-lit canopy above; sketches 
| the beautiful landseape. and invests each with its own 


It is an immutable principle—the 
communication 


It shapes and gives color to the rainbow; 


| celestial essences—unfelding, with its beauty-creating 
| power, as well, the daisy’s tiny leaf as the soul’s most 
ardentaspiratons after the Eternal and Infinite. Ev- 
ery thing tends towards a perfect state, as well in the 
Material as in the Intellectual world. 
share has entombed the silent and inaminate seed 
It 


when it bursts its 


The plough- 
beneath the deep, dark farrew lies concealed, 
unseen fiand, 
decaying cerements and ageri) is seen springing from 


| until animated by an 


the Earth up towards the light of Heaven, which 


brings forth its perfect and beautiful forme. So 


surrounded |! the black mists of an 


) through the darkness 


the soul of man, 
evil nature, 
of 
wards, till it mingles with the 


groping its way uj 


its imperfect organization, rises still steadily up- 


vrand Source of Light 


and Beauty, whence it sprue, 
This is Literature. Poetry is founded onthe same 
immutable principle; and |.aerature or Poetry foun- 


ded on any other principle. js less than either 
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Agneta for ‘The Amaranth.” 

As we have not appolwted any regular Agents tor 
this paper, we hereby att!.orize our friends, ONE 
and ALL, to act in that capacity. Remember our 
terms:—FIFTY CENTS A YEAR—J ALWAYS IN 
ADVANCE. Send ow your orders immediately.— 
We can supply ams erof subscribers. ((7?Don't 
forget to pay POST As in your letters! Persons wish- 
Ing to become trave w Agents, either for the AMA- 
RANTH or STAND AK. will apply, in person, to the 

~-2eo o> _——— 
r . 
A SCENE 

GLORIOUSLY ¢ day-god sank into the ocean.- 
The hea were clothe n garments of glory and 
majesty. Nea e western horizon floated pillars 
of cloud nie deeply darkly purple, e «lL with si}- 
ver: other ix from a rich green to a brilliant 

irnation \ w. The rest of tie sky was one 
expansive =ort otblae. Old ocean’s bosom glowed 
with all this vhtarray, and mirrored truthfully the 

bow igs of the upper deep, vieing with them 
in s} id grandeur. 

Prou ailing upon the bosom of the waters, was 


a gallant = —a vessel of creat strength and beauty 
Upon deck was seated a band of musicians, and strains 
of the harming music, ** soft and sweet,” stole 
upon the thee gentle evening air The ship seemec 
alive with gayety and mirthfulness, for ever and anon 
peals ot -terous laughter echoed far across the sea 
te x x . m ‘ 
Seated on a richly embroidered divan, in the ele- 
gantly furnished cabin was a lovely young virl She 
wore a clo<e w robe of crimson velvet The 
sleeves were slivrt, displaying a well rounded arm 
A heavy gold eliain was thrown carelessly around her 
swan-like neck, and one arm was encircled with 
brilliant diamoud bracelet. Her head rested upon 
one hand, while waving curls, of a rich auburn, hal 


shaded one of the most beautiful faces imaginable 


Her eyes were a clear, dark hazel, and sparkling as 


eve’s first starter forehead high and intellectual 


Now and then her eye would glance listlessly around 
the room, resiing perchance 


amoment upon one { 











the numerous paintings which decorated the wills 


then relapse again to her former attitude. At length 
rising, she seated herself at the piano and ran her 
jewelled fingers o'er its keys; then her voloe was 


heard mingling with the sweet tones of the ipstru- 


ment, and these words were uttered in a clewr, bird- j 
like voice 


They have torn me from my Jjome, 


With rude unhallowed han [s, 

And alas! I now must roam 

In new and foreign bands. 

They have forced me from all that’s dear 


To this fond ant loving heurt, 


And they bid me check the tear 
That would fain to on rye-lids start 
Ave ! they bid me touch the lyre 
And sing my native -ong@s; 
Sut flecdl is my spirit< fire, 
And dark thoughts t+ my mem'ry throngs 
lam worse than-a captive now, 
I love not these gvars this gol 
Can it silence the ybbing brow, 
Or warm up the jimart thatis cold? 
She ceased, and sinking upon a sola, buried 
her face in her hands. In «a few m uts she be 
came calm. Catching up a rich 





feet, she fastened it 


her clusteri eurls; thea el 





said:—*How bard itis to ay 





is he Wing in 2 stort of ar r.” 

This was a young Italia 1, torn from her native 
home of poetry and flowers—the land of sone, where 
beautiful music swells to every breeze, : 
children blush in loveliness perrennial. Thus 
she pine for her loved ones; for those ry whor ‘ 
was now surrounded were strangers to sy ny vy, and 
she plead in vain for her release. In eet dreams 
she saw her cherished childhood home—cazed on 


the creeping eglantine which wount! its cr ison bells 
and emerald leaves around her little bower 
she tuned her fairy h irp to sweetest notes, plucke 
myrtle blossoms from the tender vine; and the merry 
laugh she xave would waken her to know and feel 
her utter desolation. 

“ x ‘ x ¥ % 


It was a glorious summer morn! The winds were 





hushed and still: towers poured sweet odors on the 
air, and the eastern sky was streaked with gold and 
purple. The young captive lay upon a uch 
Her spirits wing was folled, her radiant eye was 
closed, and a sweet angelic smile rested upon her 
features. Soon wos her spirit’s wing plumed afresh 
—her eye reset with heavenly brillianey, an ie left 
these mundane shores of woe for the * ht an 


happy land.” 


Ashland, Olio VIOLA BLANC. 


Geozraphical Bnigma.---Acrostical. 
I am conipos 


My 1, 6, 10, 18, 


f eighteen letters. 


li, is the name of a town in O 





* 25% 11. Woe city in New-York; 

* 3,7, 10, 7, }2. 4,7, a town in British America; 
“ 4, 14, 10, 6, 4 eity of Asia; 

“ 5, 16, 8, 8, 18, 14, a river in Great Britain; 

* 6, 10, 16, 12, 0, a lake in Great Britain; 

“* 7, 12, 18, 10, « river in Prussia: 

“ 8, 7, 10, 3, 15, 2, 14, 12, 18, a town in Indiana: 
* 9, 2,10,2,4.11,20,16,11,a bay onthe U.S. coast; 
* 10,6, 13, as in Arkansas; 


* Ti, 33, 33 
* 12, 16, 


river in Germany ; 


18, : erin Africa; 





Russia; 
14, 16, 1, 11, 5. a 

* 15, 16, 6,10, a town 

* 16, 12, 13, 16, 11, 17 

* 17, 16, 5, 18, is a river in Afvica: ; 

“ 18, 10, 16, 6, a lake in the United States. 
My w 
J 


in Guatimala; 
Europe; 


one of the United States 


Answer next week, 


J. P. 


le is the nae of a celebrated battle-ground. 


€ he A ma ra nth _ 
TAYE WYRQMAAS 


Selected. 


The Prize Piano Concert. 
Tis odd affair came off in Philadelphia a few 
nights since, and was attended by some six or eight 
One 


selected from the number received, and a committee 





hundred persons. hundred conundrums were 


of five appoiated by the audience to award the piano 
Th 


following is the one to which the majority of the com- 


to the author ofthe “best and most orizinal.” 


mittee awarded the prize—under prot 


Mr Du Solle — one of the committee — who contend 


st, howeve r, of 


ed that it was deficient in merit 


530—W hy is the charvcter of the prize piano esti- 
mated like the charcter of a great and good man? 

Because we judg its grandeur by its actilon—irs 
gooln as | ite tone 

In lieu of the above, the following isthe one which 
the disagrering member of the committee contended 
was the “best and m ; 1,” wiz 

125—Why does an intlividual who gets “deeply 
darkly, beautifully blue,” enact the part of a re us 

, 

Bi ise he “wears the livery of Heaven to serve 
the dev 0 

"The ’ 1 W » hande l to the editor « ‘ve 
S att i s conun‘‘rums read u 1 the o 
‘ ion, and entitl » ereait for per r excell 
Phey wer ll, uowever, rejected by the majo 0 
the « ii tee 

OS—Whwy is Santa Anna, in asserting that t l 


were cowards, like a harp struck 





Becanse he is a blasted lyre! 
285—Why is asharp-nosed woman like the great 
wall of China? 
Because if crossed you're apt to find a Tartar 
694—W hy was Jonah reckoned amone the “upper 
ten thousand"? 
Because he was the bosom companion of a hie fis! 
1147—When is women, like bread, man’s * st 
an 
When she is more needed (kneade at home than 
toasted road, 
969—Why should a man with one cent export a 
larg quantity ot brea ? 
Becau he is the owner len i/]s 
3—Why should Prince Albert feel jealous of on 
of our Amey i ¢ nerals? 
be 1¢@ Gen. ‘I rh his arms round Vict ‘ 
536—Why isthe Schuylkill river like a prisoner 
inthe han , surly } 
Bec tu tisdam'’d and | hed up. 
96—Wiiy is the man that y the prize piano lik 
ation hin is W ra ‘ 1 ! 
Because he s Tilt the Die, Anna p 
VW i ! nl howe ] i 1 
b se it | wi over t world as s t 
tie ucy moitior 
82 Why is t beauty of the prize piano lil 
Char Dickens? 
LB us t sin “wy 8 
7“2=co = 
AN ILLUSTRATION by WAY OF Derrition.— 
| ¥ what nonsense? ' wi \ » tal 
little else * Nonsense rept his friend; ““why 
its now ise to bolt a door with a boiled carrot 
*7°eo + 
Pe Harp Feen!—“A girl is wanted,” in Bostor 
“to feed on an Adam's power pres 
J} An editor out west a for an assistant 
capable of writing on grave suly A person mace 
application for the office, to whom he put the question, 
* Have you any editorial experience?” 


* No,” was the reply, “but [I have for four years 
kept the books of an underlaker!" 


tie 
ttor ¢ 


o snother, who 
had been drinking at Windust's one day, on invitation, 


Ly “ I believe,” said one e 


“that literary men can drink ony quen ity of liquor.’ 
“Ast 


THE ATTA 


was the reply, “almost any ciren quantity.” 

















A SEMI-MONTHLY PUBLICATI N, DEVOTED To POLITE 
LITERATURE, SCTIUN » POLTRY 
AND AMUSEMENT 
THE above is the title of a smell : ly sheet 
which the undersigned williss from ti lice of the 
“ASHLAND STANDARD,” 
In submitting this Prospectus, I or is encour- 
ged by the belief that a perio vical per i$ requir- 
ea by th nisola pure } i is encou- 
raget t weathers stren frou yn that his 
enterpri is a pout to this Heaven- 
favored p ’ re wotl i of the Great 
Wi i i i ial for lib- 
eral igen and ew vuose abun- 
dance will enable them to exten tate patron- 
t my u ‘ W t ! 1 WwW tay of 
ticirs ) 
Nearly all attempts to ¢ I vy Papers in 
t Vest have heretofore | VV ’ Because 
‘ have been too m " ttronizing 
the rerow Weeklies of t i lundreds of 
the 1 } i way to the 
West an! take t \ vers, to the 
reat it of our rests le. Itis not 
hye the literary t« superior to 
thatotthe West that thei .w st ours 
eit) perish or are com l t» ) t serable 
t " einta Vuln ’ rua vninge. On 
ie contrary, many o e best vec in the 
! oD sare fur 1 writers, in 
€ mi for ay ! or an occa- 
| 8 fins " { ern Tat 
er : With w West it and Wes- 
tulent fron wat ’ +, and their 
wnt “(fly thousand s ri \ windle into 
lautuclrects Phree-four of their t we is drawn 
from the West! 
I niabsoh evil, an’! to refi twill be one 
of our main objects. 1 il ruimt 
i pur Hom Liter t { ! ‘ 
VV re Tal vl VW ( to rnish a 
t wherein to en " is, both of 
we and poctry: in short, tom Pir AMARANTH 
‘ “ i rte hever-f ing 
’ r, 1s Ik the} ro t \ i nor cis- 
rs AMARANTH will rh] |] TWICE A 
" 1 on Ww type 
| 1 to subseri- 
1 ¥ CENT Ts \ It will 
‘ ” ! nt cor t ‘ year, 
Ww | ’ i i | and 
| | | citisements or 
t i s will be t 
in ee NNEDY, 
Feb. 18, 1247. i I isher 
Sr iia a WIAA? AD my | 
- 2 ] 

IS PUPLISHED AT THE STANDARD OFFICE, 
Bx V. BENNEDY, 
PRINTED ON NEW TYPE, AND i NIst » TO SUB- 
SCRICERS, TWICE A MONTH, AT FIFTY 
CENTS A YEA } ; Atways 
IN ADVANCE! 


] No subseription received for a rter period 
than One Year. [> Back Numrens ¢ at any 
ime be furnished to persons who moy wish to take 
the paner, as we intend to print a great many more 
nun rs than we expect to get subscribers for. Send 
on your orders, accompanicd with the Cash. [T7An 
mportunity is here off red to got A GUOD PAPER for 

jalnost nothing! [pW ho is “too poor” now to get 


pow 


‘a Paper? * Echo answers —* WHO 





